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DE D:1 C A ME ¹df 


To the accompliſhed Mrs. LLOYD, Re- 
lict of the late Worthy Joan LLorp, Eſq; of 
Snitterfield, near Stratford, this Poem is humbly 


dedicated, 
BY HER MUCH OBLIGED 
AND MOST OBEDIENT SERVANT, 


JohN JoR DAN. 
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PR EF ( .Þ 


I may be obſerved in the Notes accompanying 
the little ſallies of imagination which form this 
Poem, that the time of it leads back to the ſixth 
century, when the Saxons haraſſed this part of our 
Iſland, under the command of Crida or Cridda; 
and who, after many ſtruggles for dominion and 
ſuperiority, having met with ſucceſs, united the ſix- 
teen or ſeventeen provinces which he had ſubdued, 
into (what was then reckoned) one pretty large 
kingdom, and gave to it the name of Mercia. 

A general account of thoſe early troubleſome 
times may be met with in moſt of our Engliſh hiſ- 
torians and antiquaries, who yet are little more than 
tranſcribers of what occur to them in- Gildas and 
Bede; and they only inform us of the devaſtations 
and revolutions which this our Britain ſuffered from 
our northern invaders, enen deſcending much to 

particular events. 11 
I be deſign of the following Poem was, an bum- 
ble attempt to deſcribe a few of the tranſactions that 


a | | | may 


PREFACE 
may be ſuppoſed to have happened in this inner part 


of our land, at the above-mentioned period; and on 


a ſpot, which, to the Author, ſeems in many reſpects 
ſuitable to ſuch purpoſes. One of his friends has 


aſſured him, from an obſervation made by Dr. Plot, 
in his letter * to Dr. Fell, 1n the laſt century, that 
& No good account of Engliſh hiſtory is to be had 


for 330 years before the conqueſt.” If this be the 


caſe, and ſuch the opinion of inquiſitive and induſ- 


trious ſearchers into antiquity, we muſt now deſpair 
of meeting with authentic materials to fill up the 
chaſms with true hiſtory; and if we would ſay more 


on theſe matters, we muſt endeavour to entertain 
ourſelves (I mean ſuch of us as can be ſo entertained) 


_ with probabilities only. 


How far the Author of the enſuing compoſition 


has ſucceeded this way, is humbly ſubmitted to thoſe, 
who, in conſideration of his peculiar circumſtances, 
may, beſides an unprejudiced peruſal, permit him 
alſo a candid allowance. His mean ſituation in life 
_ almoſt totally deprives him of thoſe learned aſſiſt- 


ances which gentlemen, inclined to inquiries of this 


* See Dr. Plots letter, printed in Hearn's Nin of Lelan' Itinerary. 


ſort, 


P R EFA 


ſort, may readily have recourſe to; nor could he 


have introduced ſo many (he hopes not diſagreeable) 
particulars, but for the kind communications of ſome 
obliging friends, who thereby tempting him to com- 
mit the whole to the preſs, have, he doubts, ſhewn 
themſelves rather too partial in his favour. How-, 
ever, as he fairly declares himſelf below criticiſm, he 


intends to avail himſelf of. the ſituation of the com- 


plying reed; that is, readily to ſtoop a little, if he 
can ſtoop any lower, and ſafely let the bluſtering 
ſtorm, the rattle of quills, paſs unregarded over him. 

Kind Readers, accept with his thanks this ſincere 


repreſentation from him, who would not willingly 


let ingratitude have a place amongſt the number of 
his offences, 


— 


: Je Snot; 
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POEM AND NOTES. 


I. T HE ſubject | and defi ign of the Writer, to which he was led by 
curioſity. 


H. A curſory view of che great inttenchments « called the Dingtes, ad- 
jacent to the Hills; and that they are the works of the Saxons. 


III. The ſavage diſpoſition, and manner of Aden of the ancient | 


Britons, t 
IV. A delcription of a . and its de, Pe poetically ac account- 
cel for, with the manner of the dancing and IRE of thoſe dimi- 
nutive beings. t ei 
V. A deſcription of that 3 . eminence to w which the 
name of Welcombe Hill is peculiarly appropriated ; with the: cauſe 
and manner of its erection. 


VI. The character and ſtation of the Britiſh general named Yddo. 


VII. The ſtation of Crida the Saxon leader; with mention of a tew of 

the Saxon cuſtoms religious and military. 

VIII. An engagement of the Britons and Saxons ; in which Yddo the 
Britiſh Chief is ſlain, his troops defeated and deſperſed, and forced 
to flee for refuge to one of their contiguous caſtles; with a deſcrip- 

tion of that fortreſs. | 

IX. An epiſode of a love-ſcene that happened at the 10355 which ſup- 
plied the caſtle with freſh water. 

X. Crida the Saxon chief arrives at the fortreſs which ſheltered the - 
routed Britons; he lays ſiege to it, and after being often battled, 
weakens it by a ſtratagem, then takes it by ſtorm, and demoliſhes it. 

XI. A general mention of Crida the Saxon's ſubduing ſeventeen of the 
inner Britith provinces, and forming them into one kingdom, to 
which he gives the name of Mercia. 


XII. The names and qualities of two of the firſt diſtinguiſhed families 


that ſettled at, and had poſleſſion of Welcombe. 


XII. Pleaſant proſpects, from Welcombe Hills, of the adjacent country. 


XIV. Honourable mention of the preſent proprietor of the eſtate at 
Welcombe. 


2 XV. The Author's recommendation of the hills, as a ſubje& worthy of 


the pen of a ſuperior genius ; and that its being ſighted and ne- 
glected hitherto, was a principal inducement, however inditlerent- 
Iy, to un dertake the celebration of it. 
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WELCOMBE HILLS. 


N Welcombe Hills I tune my willing verſe, 


Point out their beauties, and their fame rehearſe, 
F Their ancient fame ſhall elevate my lays, 
A ſubje& worthy of the Muſe's praiſe. 
Upon theſe Hills one pleaſing morn I ſtray'd 
To ſee what art and nature there diſplay'd : | 
The DINGLES* firſt attract my wond'ring ſight ; 
Their grandure gave aſtoniſhing delight: 
5 1M £152 +7) gh 
: . The word Dingle, uſed by Milton in his Maſque of Comus, is — 
double angle; plainly obſervable in the fides of this great excavation. It is indeed a noble 


intrenchment, of a conſiderable length one way, and has a ſhorter branch ſhooting from it; 
fo that, take the whole work together, it appears not much unlike to the form of 2 V. 


10 WELCOME HILLS, 


Such bold Intrenchments, | form'd by Saxon hands 
To ſtem th incroachments of the Britiſſi bands, 
In depth twice twenty feet, with angles grac'd 
And turnings quick, in due proportion plac'd 12 
So ſhort, no arrows (for no thund'ring guns 

In times of en us'd by Albion's ſons,) 
Nor ſeythel chariots here could cut their way, 
In battle's rage whole ranks; of troops to ſlay : 
vet, on a plain enpag?d, or on a lop e,, 
The charioteers their ſpeed could dextrous ſtop 
As they ſaw cauſe,” could inſtantly alight, - 


SS 


6. 


And terribly. on fest maintain the fight; 
Then, if not fortunate, their reins they!d) ſeize, 
Remount their carrs, agd drive elſewhere with cafe, 
Flying like lignt'ning oer tlie embattel'd· plain, 
Strewing the fields with heaps of heroes ſlain; 24 
Watts blew-{tain'd bodies, and with aſpect eres, x 


ane eh Elan. Aid to . | 3 
Such, 


Near to theſe Chaſms I tracd my winding wa . 


* | A * a 
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Such were the dreadful inethods “, Julius ſays, 


The ſavage Britoris:us'd-m former days; 7 
Till, from their conquerors humane, they learn'd 


(What naturally. they never had diſcern'd,) 


That generous ſentiments ſhould fill the mind, | 


And brutal. rage be to mere brutes conſigw d; 31781 


That unrelenting violence has fail'd, 


While lement arts have happily pre vail'd. 
To theſe retreats the wary Saxon flew | 
When gloamy: niglit its ſable curtains drew; 56 
In theſe intrenchments ſafe their leaders ſlepft, 
By faithful Centinels from danger kept," , _ 

Till to a fairy-ringT I chanc'd to ſtray : 

This in my mind a novel fancy bred, 

And with myſelf contemplating, I faid. - | 


Perhaps 


2 * 


* See Cæſar's Commentari ies, Books the ivth and vth. 


4 For the different opinions concerning theſe field-rings, or Aiiry-cireles, as they are 


commonly called, ſee Dr. Plot's Hiſtory nn n i. who beſtows "ROY or nine 


pages on wo ſubject. 


12 WELCOMBE HILLS, 
Perhaps twas here ſome hardy hero ſtood, 
Engag'd his foe, and ſhed his hated blood 
In ſingle combat *, for ſome virgin's charms : 
Infpir'd with beauty, here prevaiPd his arms; 
The vital ſtream guſh'd from the gaping wound, 
And ſtaind with crimſon this fair figur'd round; 48 
There clotted lay, till ſilver Cynthian's train 
Lighted the. fairies on the verdant plain, 
With jocund revels here to friſk and play, 
Free and unſcorch'd by Sols inclement ray. 
Their muſic ſounded ſoft, harmonious, ſweet; 
Around they ſkipp'd and dancd with airy feet, 
: Till Oberon, their princely leader, ſtood 

And look'd aghaſt, ſcenting the human blood ! 
He bid his Sprights their jollity forbear: 


They i in an inſtant ſtopp'> each tuneful air, 


Cover d 


* It was cuſtomary among the pagan Saxons that their younger ſoldiers ſhould make trial of 
their courage and dexterity, with their weapons, in ſingle combat, before they could be ad- 
mitted to any command of dignity in their armies, 


„ A T2Þ" To 
Corer'd the loathſome gore with graſs and flow'rs, 
And leaves collected from the neiglib'ring bow'rs: 60 
Iheſe rites perform'd, the elves, till riſing day, 

The act recorded in melodious lay; 

The Ringlet then appear'd with brighter green 

Then e'er before upon the turf was ſeen; 

Its colour ever will unſoibd remain 

By ſheep or oxen, grazing on the plain; 

Succeeding ſprings its verdure will renew, 

And prend. freſh beauties to the ſhepherds view. 

From hence I climb'd the ruddy cone-like hill“, 

Which did my mind with various fancies fill: 

I judg'd, this pyramid, with labour wrought, 

Roſe by materials from the intrenchment brought; 72 
0 ©7416 |. 9145757 grin 


* This hill, which oftner bears the name of Welcombe tlian the others which are contigu- 
ous to it, is yet much the ſmalleſt: it is ſituated betwixt the intrenchment call'd the Dingles, 
and a building which is called Welcombe-houſe : it has very little the appearance of a natural 
eminence ; and if we may judge from others of a ſimilar kind, we may very reaſonably pro- 
nounce it an artificial one, There is much ſuch another, about 43 feet in height, at a place 
called Seckingdon, one of the moſt northern villages of Warwickſhire, at about a furlong's , 
diſtance from the church, which is commonly declared to be an artificial hill :. near wy alſo 
are the remains of a notable fort. 


See Bp. Gibſon's additions to Warwickſhire in Camden's Britannia; 
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Form'd, there's no doubt, for ſome important end, 
But what twas for, none fully apprehend : 
In northern Realms indeed, from times of old, 


Such art-built mounts their warriors bones infold ; 


And, from difcoveries, 'tis almoſt clear 


That ancient practice was tranſplanted here, 
That when a much-lov'd chief in battle dy'd, 


His faithful ſoldiers this way teſtify d 


Their dear reſpects ; collected his remains, 
And o'er them rais'd ſuch trophies on the plains, 
That, enn hard marble tombs decay and waſte, 
Theſe monuments, long as the world, might laſt, 34 
Works of great labour they undoubted were, 

But of tlie toil the men had equal ſhare, 

No hands were ſ unemploy'd ; one part convey d 
The ſods, which others in due order laid; 


And. 
* Near Kennet in Wiltſhire is a hill called Selbury ; it riſes to a conſiderable height, and 
by the ſliding down of the earth about it, ſeems to have been caſt up by men's hands. Of 
this ſort are many in that county called barrows, perhaps, ſays Camden, raiſed in memory 
of foldiers there lain, the bones of men having been found in them. 
See the article Wiltſhire in Camden's Britannia, 
+ Among the northern people, every ſoldier, who ſurvived a battle, was to bring his pro. 


portion of earth, towards raiſing a monument for his fellows ſlain on the ſpot. 
See the article Wiltſhire in Camden's Britannia, 


1 *Y E 15 
And, if the chief well merited his praiſe, 
The higher they the turfy pile would raiſe. 
Such on the downs of Wilts and Hants are ſeen, 
Proud ſwelling mounts, ſome with rich verdure green, 
Some on their ſummits bare, ſome crown'd with trees, 


Whoſe waving tops one at a diſtance ſees. 


In weſtern parts thoſe trophies of the dead, >. 
By name of Barrows are diſtitigniſhed * ' 906 


On Mercia's plains their numbers are but-ſinall, 

And thoſe, by name of Lowzs * our records call; 
Thus Knightlowe „Pathlowe, Brinklowe ;ermswell known, 
From the ſame caufe their appellation own; 

Nor is' t improbable this cone-like hill 


At Welcombe, raisd with no ſinall toil and ſxill, 
Covers with mould at top, beneath with ſtones, 
Of heroes ſlaughter'd the much - honour d bones. 

Nor 


* For the meaning of 0 the word Tier ſee — Warwickſhire, in the account of 
 Knightlowe hundred, 


, 
. . = 


- 
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16 WELCOMBE HILLS, 
Not far from hence the Britiſh Yddo * ſtood, 
With martial joy his warlike troops review d, 


A numerous hoſt, bold and prepar'd for fight, 


Whoſe glitt'ring ſpears ſeem'd beams of diſtant light. 108 


Another hill f, hence ſcarce a bow-ſhot wide, 


A 


Was by a Saxon army occupy'd : 


CRIDA | their chief on this his Standard . wit 


Which, as his arms, a painted courſer g grac'd ; 

And lower lawn the hill, while time remain'd, 
Their breathing ſteeds they for hot ſervice train'd : 
This done, they next prepare their ſacrifice, 

And fend their reeking odours to the ſkies X 
| Whole 


* Yddo gr Ghwyddo, for his military virtue, was choſen commander of the Britiſh forces | 


in theſe parts: a man of great ſpirit, of much intrepidity, and one who, in all probability 
would not have been without ſucceſs, had he bad 115 . e General for his antogoniſt 
than Crida the Saxon. 

+ This is vulgarly called Spyfford or ann, as is eee. from its being oppoſite 
a fordable part of the river Avon. | 
Crida or Cridda a Saxon prince, after various x! art not only with the Britons, but 
with his brother Saxons too, who were rivals of his power; became, according to Dr. Heylin, 
and others, the firſt king of Mercia; the laſt and largeſt of the kingdoms of the Saxon, 
heptarchy. This happened about the year of grace 542. 


The ancient Saxon device or coat of arms, was, om a field gules, an horſe ſalient argent. 3 


In later times the Mercian princes changed it, according to Heylin, to azure, a croſs, in 
laltire argent; and inſtead of the creſt, a radiated coronet. 


. 
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Whole hecatombs of victims blood they ſpill' d, 
Steeds, lambs and heifers by their prieſts were kilbd: 
The Spot * remains where their great altars ſnioak d 
When they their idol Gods in form invok d. 120 
Their harſh ſhrill trumpets next found loud alarms, 
The leaders ord'ring to advance their arms; 
| Swift o'er. the plains th' invaders march along, 
To Thor and Woden f then their clamours rung, 
In haſte they made the charge, like tigers fierce, 
In hope the hardy Briton's ranks to pierce: * 
With no leſs rage the Britons met their foes, 
The vallies ecchoing forth their calling woes; 
A glowing ardour fil'd each champion's breaſt, 
Theſe would ſubdue, thoſe would not be oppreſs d; 
Twas liberty the Britiſh: legions fir d, ihr 21 
And conqueſt che bold Saxon hoſt inſpird. 132 
il * N . 


* An eminence on | Spyford-hill. 


4 Thor and Woden, from whom two of our weekly days, Wedneſday and mn. * 
their denomigations 3 were two of the chief pagan Saxon deities. - 5 


See Verſtegan's reſtitution of decayid bs blem d 


133 WE LC OMBE HILLS, 
On Yddo's* hill, from whom it takes — 
To cloſe attack the deſp'rate ſoldiers came : 
Here was a dreadful carnage, nor was't known 
Which of the armies firſt wou'd be o'erthrown ; 
Till the invaders ſhew'd abated heat; 
And made, or ſeem d to make, a forc'd retreat; 
Soon down the hill they march'd, as if ſubdu'd, 
The Britiſh hoſt as eagerly purſu'd, 
When, from aneighb'ring wood ſtrange ſhoues were heard, 
And ſoon in view freſh Saxon troops appear d. 
Ah, hapleſs natives of fair Albiows iſle 5 
Thus fatally diſtreſs d by toreigu guile ! I44 
Ah! what avails your bravry in the field? 
Your liows rage to foxes craft mult yield ; 
Nor was it likely your fad ſhatterꝰd band 
Should a freſh hoſt of enemies withſtand : 

_ Theſe 
'# Yddo's or Ghwyddo's-hill, ſince . Whiddle'-bill, has within 4 years 


been chiefly called Green-hill : it is not far from the modern Clopton-houſe, the ſeat of John 
Partheriche, Eſq. 
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Theſe were a well; train'd corps of Saxon horſe, 
Who nimbly ſhunn'd the rapid chariot's courſe, 
Then whirPd about, and inſtantly aſfail'd 
The Britiſh rear, and ſoon, too ſoon prevaiPd ! 
The iſle-born chief with grief and rage ſurvey d 


Amongſt his followers the havock made, 


How many ſunk into eternal night, 2] aa 
Others preparing for their ſpeedy tlight ;' 136 
With javelin in hand, erect in carr, vida 

His troops accoſted thus, in wild deſpair : 

© My brave companions, you that ſcorn to fly, 


00 Or ſlavery hate, of Yddo learn to die! 


8 


Had our great Gods thought fit to ſave our hoſt, 


„ Small cauſe our treach'rous foes ſhould have to boaſt; 


C 


wy 


But--ſomething we have done to cauſe Heaven's ire, 
„That pow'r deſerts us, and we muſt expire!“ 
This ſaid, his ſcythed carr he onwards whirbd, 


And ſent whole ranks to ſeek another world, 


"Til 


20 WELCOMBE HILLS, 

Till a ſharpe battle-axe divides his head, 

Daſhing him down amidſt the vulgar dead. 168 

Ill-fated prince! if bravery might ſave, 

Longer thou d'ſt liv'd, or had a peaceful grave; 

But bravery, undiſciplin'd, gives way, 

And chiefly ſtratagem mult bear the ſway. 

'This battle held, by intervals, ſome days, 

Each army bent t'acquire a victor's praiſe, 

Till the brave natives Chief by numbers fell, 

And, as I fad, gave name to Yddo's Hill. | 
Twas near that gate that leads to Bury's plain *, 

The Britons were diſpers d, their leader ſlain: — 

Reſolute ſtill captivity to ſhun, 

In wild diſorder from their foes they + run, 180 

Nor ceaſe their ſpeed, with wounds tho' ph pain'd 

Till a ſafe bulwark of their own * * 


ii 1M Here 


* Bury's plain is a large ground, or cloſe, as ſome call it, now, knowp by the name of 
Saulibury's piece. 

+ Camden in his Britannia mentions, that the ancient Britons, as well as the old Gauls, 
: their friends and contemporaries on the continent, were alike bold and forward in any danger- 
ous enterprize ; and likewiſe upon encounters, alike —_ diſpirited, and ready to decline 

and give over the conflict, Britannia, p. 34. 


"0 


Here rudely entering, ſpent with loſs of breath, 
They found a reſpitè from immediate death,' 


—— 


On a ſteep * eminence this caſtle ſtoodd. 


* 


. „ 77 PRA TH. > MS 2 
Gracing the banks of Avon's filver flood 1 9 
In ſtately pride, with lofty turrets crown d... 


It had commanded all the country round 


a 


With martial weapons it was ſtor'd within, ' 
While waving banners on its top were ſeen, 
But what more fenc*d' this yet unconquer'd place, [11:4 
A ſpacious mote encircled all its baſe WILLIE VOLTS FEW 192 
And that no proper. caution they might ſpare, 
In times of danger or-impending War; N n! 

An high-rais'd Beacon on a turret d, 1 
Brought to their aid tho aſſiſtance they requir d. 
Near to this mount aud fort a fountain flowd, 
Around its brink ſweet ſhrubs and flowrets blowd, 
Whoſe grateful odours, which they round diffuſe, 
To a fair maid they owe, as ſings the muſ p 
2 5 | Her 


* This eminence to this day bears the name of Caſtle-hill, | 


#* 
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Her name Welfred a, beautiful and young, 

The boaſted theme: of. eyery poet's ſong ;. 

Her parents joy and care, leſt this ſweet flower 
Should * be in an unhappy hour. 204 
Not far from hence, in a ſecure retreat, 

This happy pair had fix'd their decent ſeat;: 
Bleſd with a competenge, their darling rear id. 
And daily ſaw how {till freſh charms appear d: 

And when, for ſake of health, ſhe would repair 

To theſe 1 inviting. halls, to breathe freſh air; 

They caution'd her, never to tempt her fate 

By wand'ring far, or ſtaying out too late. 

Not far remote, at IN GEX, a wild ſpot; | 
Uncultivated once, now bleſt with happier lot, 
Within a cavern, in thoſe early. times, 


A ſavage, guilty of atrocious crimes 216 
Held his abode: twas in a thicket plac d. 


And hence he iſſu · d forth for ſpoil and waſte. 


* 


Wo. 
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As on theſe plains he roy'd-one hapleſs day, 
He ey'd the nymph, and mark'd her for his prey :' 


His horrid looks like baſiliſks affright! | 
She knew no ſafety but in ſadden flight : 4 N py 
Swift as a roe from lion's jaws, ſhe fle 
Ingendo, (ſuch his name) prepares to ſei e 
In deep diſtreſs, to angel - guards ſhe phage + UOTE 
That they'd protect a chaſt and harmleſs maid, 
Shew her ſome grot obſcure, ſome covert wood, 


Where ſhe his hated footſteps might elule. 228 


Now almoſt ſpent, the brutal ſpoiler near, 


Her {eat of reaſon diſcompos'd with fea r, 3 
(The monſter chacing with an hi de ous y ell, . 


In the deep ſtream th' unwary damſel fell. | © 


Out from a thicket ruſh'd a generous youth, 


Noted for honour, courage, love and truth, > - 


_ ComBERIo nam d; his bow with force he drew; © 


And with an arrow fierce IncEnDo flv; 


> | Then 
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Then quick as thought he plung'd into the lake, 

Who wou'd not venture ſo for beauty's ſake! 

He call'd the Naiads to his ſpeedy aid, 

And waſted ſafe to land th' endanger d maid, 240 

This happy refcue much her fear ſubdu dd,. 

Pleas'd, though with trembling, ſhe her guardian view d, 

While on her cheek the bluſh of roſes glow'd, 9 92D 7! 

Her ſmall finooth hand neat tap'ring — ſhew'd; 

Her neck was white as 1s the winter's ſnow, . 

Her artleſs locks in auburn ringlets flow, at 101 

Which down beneath her falling ſhoulders hung: 

Nor can I leave her ſparkling eyes unſung ; 

Their luſtre, like th' enlivening God of day, 

Too bright for view, ſhould ſhe their pow'r diſplay : 

Her balmy lips were of the rubyꝰs tint, - 

Where eager love its image might imprint. 252 

With rapture fir d, the youth beheld the maid, 

With heart fincere his fond addreſſes paid ; % bet. 
V - Obtain'd 
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oObtain'd permiſſion to attend her home, 

(In ſingle ſtate no more again to roam;) 

Propoſed his ſuit, her fires conſent obtain'd, | 

And, e'er *twas long, that of the maiden gain d, 

With gratitude her guileleſs thoughts comply'd, 

And here the ſacred nuptial knot was ty d ; | 
Heaven join'd their hearts, the rey'rend prieſt their hands, 
And holy words united hymen's bands. 

This bliſsful union, joy diffus'd around; 

„ Thrice happy pair!” the neighb'ring hills bio 264 
The ſwains reſolv'd d vimmortaliſe their fame, 

Gave to the hills and ſtream the lover's name; 

And from Welfreda and Comberio, join'd, 

The Welcombe name * to hills and "FR aſſign'd. 
This chryſtal fount the garriſon ſupply'd 

Here the parclod Gidiera drank till ſatisfy'd, 


2 Until 


* It is ſaid that Cumbe or Combe, in Saxon, ſignifies a low hollow ſituation ; and that 
Cwmm, in the Britiſh, means exactly the ſame. 


See the Warwickſhire edition of Dugdale's Warwickſhire, printed er p. 1 2 


ag” WELCOMBE HILLS, 


Until the foe, by ſtratagem or force, 

Turn'd the clear current from its uſual courſe j 

For Crida and His Saxons, not content 

With his late vict'ry, on full conqueſt bent, 

The wretched Britons {till reſolvd to chaſe, 

And leave them, 3 in the province, name nor place: 276 
He cloſe purſu'd, and almoſt reach'd their rear; 

But ſpeed additional, enhanc d by fear, 

Convey'd the vanquiſh'd ſafe within their fort, 

Before th' invaders thither cou'd refort. 

At length arriv'd, and from all entrance barr'd, 

He offer'd to his men immenſe reward, 
High poſts of honour, and of gold much ſtore, 

To ſuch as durſt the oofy mote paſs o er, 

And next with ladders the tall ramparts ſcale, 

Or any way, by force or art prevail. 

The hazardous exploit was often try'd; 


As oft”, by miſſive ſtones, th? advent'rers dy'd: 288 


Some 


A P O E M. :- 

Some found their graves within the mirey bed, 
Thoſe that paſs d o'er, beneath the walls lay dead: 
Perplex'd; and haraſad, ev'ry effort croſs'd, 
Of his late conqu' ring troops now many loſt, 
Crida determin'd ſoon the ſiege to raiſe, 
Draw off his men, and wait for happier days; 
When luckily, one of his ſubtle chiefs 
Propos'd a ſcheme which ſoon diſpers'd his griefs; 
Shew'd him the only wholeſome ſpring that run 
Within the walls of that ſtrong garriſon, | 
Shew'd him how to withhold that rich ſupply, 
Which done, his foes mult yield the fort, or die, $00 

'The project mention'd, ſoon was put in force, 
| And the ſtream alterꝰd from its uſual courſe : 
Then wild deſpair through all the caſtle ran, 
And deſolation mongſt its troops began; 
What Saxon proweſs only ſcarce had wrought, 
Baſe art, by tortring thirſt, to ruin brought! 


And 


28 WELCOMBE HILLS, 
And now the briſk beſiegers ſpar'd no toil, 

But back'd with arms their too ſucceſsful guile ; j 

5 Their darts they flung, their batyring engines play'd, 
The walls and towers ſhook, a breach was made : 
And yet, not tamely, would the Britons yield ; 

As long _- eber their weapons they could wield 312 
The breach they guarded, dealt their fatal blows, 
And ſhock'd the boldeſt of their ent ring foes! 

The battle now in all its horror rag*d; 

For conqueſt theſe, thoſe in deſpair engaged; f 

By maſly ſtones or darts or ſwords or fire, 

The furious warriors on each ſide expire, 

Till Crida's troops ſo forcibly aſſaibd, 

They paſgd the breach, and o'es their foes prevaibd, 
Nor any cries for mercy would they hear, 
Till flaughter'd heaps had ſtopp'd their mad career, 
Till they had ſpread their devaſtation round, 

And laid the fortreſs level with the grounl- 324 


80 
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So ſtately Troy of old, all Aſia's boaſt, | 
By treacliry more, than hoſtile force, was loit. 
Some years, *tis:ſaid, this mighty caſtle ſtood, , ' 
Chang'd from a druid's fane, begirt with wood, 
Where the myſterious ſeers their altars rear d, 
By pe Britons much rever'd. 
And though religion falſe was there maintain'd, 
Yet, from the change, this ſage remark was gain'd, 
An edifice, profan'd by war and ſpoil, 
Ne'er long ſubſiſted on an hallowed foil. 

Crida (this laſt important fortreſs won,) | 
Knew he had ſtill much work which muſt be done: 3 56 | 
And, though his vi@ries here ſtrengthen'd his cauſe, 
He found he had no length of time to pauſe ; , 

That other parts o' th' iſle his valour claim'd, 
Fer he could reap the fruit at which he aim'd. 
How he „ What his 1 fate, 
Hiſt ry makes needleſs that I here relate; 


30 WELCOMBE HI LL 8, 
Let it ſuffice to fay, after much toil, 
Ample renown, and much enrich'd with ſpoil, 
His hands long time in hoſtile blood imbrew'd, 
At length full conqu'ror, all his foes ſubdu'd, 
No leſs than ſev'nteen provinces his own, 
He now thought fit t erect his royal throne ; 348 
In happy union theſe his fubjects join, 
And Mercia's name to this his realm aſſign: 
A kingdom, of extent and ſtrength, much more 
Than any Saxon prince here held before; 
of longeſt date *, for it retain'd its pride 
Till, for precedence, it with Egbert vid, 
Who this realm conquer'd, as he did the reſt, 
And the ſole Engliſh monarch was confeſs d. 
But why ſho ald I Wien long digreſhon chufe ? 
To more familiar themes return my Muſe : 
i N - Haſte 


* Dr. Heylin reckons up. no leſs than 19 princes of the Saxon race that reigned over - 


Mercia, after Crida ; when, for a time, it fell into a ſtate of anarchy ; and in the year 800, 
Egbert, the 18th king of the Weſt Saxons, having by the conqueſt of Mercia ſubdued the 
Whole Saxon heptarchy, became the ſole and glorious monarch of all England. 
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Haſte to thy hills, from which too long tlv haſt ſtrolr d, 


And ſooth thy friends with what remains untold : 360 


Say how Comberio, ſprung from Saxon race, 


Firſt of his family, adorn'd this place; 
That his deſcendants, though of equal fame, 


Shorten'd to Combe, their anceſtor's great name, 


Whoſe worthy deeds, at proper ſeaſons ſhewn, 


Through many ages have been handed down: 


In private acts beneficent and juſt , 


Loyal and faithful when in public truſt ; 
Of great n 4, which they well employ'd, 
And therefore, long and happily enjoy'd, 


Till 


* According to Dugdale in his antiquities of Warwickſhire, John Combe, in the reign of 
Henry VIIIth, was, for his known fidelity and prudence, choſen ſteward of the lands and 
poſſeſſions of the ancient charitable gild, eſtabliſhed in the borough of Stratford upon Avan. 

+ William Combe, Eſq; was high ſheriff for Warwickſhire, in the 6th and 14th years of 
James Iſt, 1608, and 1616 : his ſon, William Combe, Efq; ſerved alſo in the ſame honour- 
able office, and for the ſame county, in the 3ſt of Charles IId. 

t John Combe, Efq; and his ſon Edward Combe, Eſq; were, according to Dugdale, 
owners of the ſeat, manor and eſtate of Clopton, at ruin Clifford, in the time of queen 
Elizabeth; we have it alſo, from the ſame approv'd authority, that their deſcendant, John 
Combe, Eſq; was very charitable to the poor of Stratford: he ſpent the latter part of his 
days in his own great houſe, called the College, near Stratford church; and dying in the year 
1614, was buried, and a fine monument erected over him in that arch, 


renn LI s, 

Till a late failure in the iſſue male, 

Turn'd, though unprejudic'd, the lineal ſcale. 372 
Pr N Combe, right well to be ally'd, 

Became the heir of neighb'ring CLOPTON's bride: 


. CLOPT ON, an ancient family of worth, 


W hoſe acts munificent have long ſhone forth : 
Witneſs the ſtately bridge * o'er Avon plac'd, 
Which, Stratford, long thy well known town has grac'd : 
Witneſs the chapel of the ancient gild, 5 
Which pious CLOPTON alſo did rebuild: 
Witneſs thy 8 their alms reliev'd, 
A bounty, gratefully (tis hop'd) receiv'd: 
Such 


The laſt noted perſon of the name of Combe, of the Stratford branch of the family, was 


Martha, an heireſs, daughter of William Combe, Eſq; who married Edward Clopton, Eſq; 
eldeſt ſon of Sir John Clopton, of Stratford, Knight, and of Barbara, ſole child and heireſs 
of Sir Edward Walker, Knight, ſecretary at war to king Charles Iſt, and afterwards garter, 


principal king at arms, &c. The ſon of this Edward Clopton, Eſq; was alſo named Edward; 


who by Martha, daughter of Thomas Middleton of Mundham in Suſſex, Eſq; had (beſides 
many other children) Frances, his only ſurviving child, married to John Partheriche, Eſq; 
with him reſident at their ſeat of Clopton, near Stratford, enjoying their extenſive family 
manors and opulent poſſeſſions, 

The fine ſtone bridge over the wideſt part of the river Avon by Stratford, 376 yards in 
length, and conſiſting of 14 arches, under all which the ſtream conſtantly flows, was built 
at the great and ſole expence of Sir Hugh Clopton, Knight, Lord Mayor of London in the 
reign of king Henry VIIth, and who was a branch of the Stratford or Clopton family. This 
gentleman alſo re- built the beautiful chapel of the gild in the above-named town. 
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Such princely gifts adorn'd our former days, 


And, as leſs equal'd now, claim more our praiſe. 584 
To worthy men, thus having tribute paid, 

I reaſſume the ſtation whence I ſtray'd : 

Plac'd on theſe hills, I ſcarce forbear to rail 

At that falſe taſte, which reigns, and will prevail, 


To dote on painted | ſcenes ; which at the beſt, 


Have nature's charms imperfectly expreſs'd ; 


Form'd by deceit, and that deceit to ſcreen, 


By artificial lights they mult be ſeen: 


But real proſpects want no ſuch diſguiſe, 

Day-light and truth, in theſe, to gild the ſcene, ſuffice; 
While birds their joys in notes melodious tell, 

And od'rous bloſſoms recreate the ſmell ; — 3 
When winds are calm, and firmament is clear, 

How ſweet the views in open air appear! 

Hence eaſtward, Warwick towers attract tlie ſight; 


And weſtward, Stratford domes no leſs delight, 
| H Chiefly 


+ Alluding to landſcapes painted on ſcenes at theatric play-houſes. 
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Chiefly that ancient ſolemn pile“, whoſe ſtones 

Have long enclos'd the cit Shakeſpear's bones: 

Some honour hence accrues, but who can claim, 

Or dare to limit his unbounded fame ? 

My ſoaring muſe, to humbler thoughts retire, 

Nor try, ambitious, to approach his fire, 

' Leſt that befall, as Semele + with Jove, 

Be ſcorch'd, by too near contact with thy love! 408 
Let S objects wow thy pencil grace 

Try if their artleſs beauties thou can'ſt trace, 

Fair Avon's ſtream, ſinooth flowing thro* the vale, 

On whoſe green banks young Evan tells his tale, 

His love-ſick tale, while Phillis flights the ſwain, 


And, like too many, glories in his pain. 


Here 
*The lofty and venerable collegiate church of Stratford upon Avon: in the chancel or 
choir of which are depoſited the remains of the inimitable dramatic poet, Mr. William Shake. 
ſpeare ; above whoſe grave, and fixed to the north wall, is a ſmall not inelegant monument, 
with his buſt to the waſte, and his face painted to imitate fleſh-colour, according to the abſurd 
taſte of thoſe times. ; FEES | 
+ Semele was one of Jove's ambitious concubines, who having inſiſted upon ſaluting him, 
when he was powerfully electrifyed, had the ſad misfortune to burn her lips, 


See an account of the diſaſter in Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 
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Here rural cotts, and pleaſing villa's riſe, 
And ſacred churches bleſs our happy eyes; 
Here nymphs and ſwains contemplating along, 
Now hear the ſhepherds tune their mournful ſong; 
Alas T; he's dead, who claim'd our former praiſe, 
And raptur'd ſongs are tun'd to woeful lays, 420 
Oh! may the habs; whiz hewlld 
From heaven's gracious hand much comfort find 
Long may ſhe live, with peace and wealth poſleſgd, 
Her duteous offspring flouriſh and be bleſs d. 
May war no more theſe hills with purple ſtain, 
But numerous flocks ſpread o'er the wide domain, 
The ſhepherd's care, whoſe innocent employ 
Yields him ſupport, with gratitude and joy. 
'Lur'd by the landſcape, here let bards attend, 
Trace the green vales, or riſing ſlopes aſcend, 


Whence 


+ The worthy and reſpectable John Lloyd, Eſq; late of Snitterfield, and proprietor of the 
eſtate at Welcombe, the author's friend and patron, whoſe death he particularly laments in. 
theſe lines, which he has been obliged to alter ſince the poem was written, 
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Whence they may be enabled to reliearſe 


EKind nature's varied charms in flowing verſe: 432 


Survey each hill and ſtream, each lawn and grove, 


The ſweet retreats of balmy health and love: 
Thus entertain'd, let them with me unite 
To praiſe the hand which fram'd each pleaſing ſight, 


That ſacred hand, from which all comforts flow, 


Whether above, or here with us below ; 


And may each bleſſing ſpread and flouriſh {till 
In kind profuſion round fair Welcombe Hill. 


: But huſh! my Muſe, ſuſpend his tedious lays, 


Who, conſcious of no merit, courts no praiſe: 
What's here produc'd, he hopes will none offend, 
Becauſe theſe lines an untaught author pen'd; 444 


Who, though the hills of Welcombe rais'd his rhyme, 


Ne'er yet preſum'd Parnaſſian heights to climb: 
Pleasꝰd 


Pleas-d in his E'ſham * vale, and lowly claſs, 

He only drew from ſimple nature's glaſs ; 

'Twas ſhe alone inſpir'd his humble mind, 

With hiſtory, and vague tradition join d. 

Had ſkilful bards this ſtory deign'd to chuſe, 

It never had employ'd his meaner muſe ; 

But as not one thought fit thereon to write 

Struck with the theme, he try'd his fancy's flight, 
And on the ſpot this ſmall deſcription wrought, 
While he enjoy'd his luxury of thought: 

To Stratford then he took his well-known way, 
Sweetly reflecting on the objects of the day. 458 


* The vale of Eveſham or E'ſham, as it is commonly pronounced, is reckoned for the moſt 
part very fertile; abounding with excellent grain for man's uſe, and paſturage to ſupply food 
for an infinite number of cattle. It is beautified with towns and villages, and beſides many 
delightful leſſer brooks and ſtreams, contains in its boſom the very profitable, as well as orna- 
mental navigable rivers Avon, and part of the Severn, It is of great extent in length, 
reaching from the Edge-hills north eaſterly, to the fine old city of Gloceſter in the ſouth-weſt 
through the counties of Warwick and Glouceſter, with part of Worceſterſhire ; containing 
therein Stratford, Eveſham, Tewkſbury, &c. 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


} 


A 


M R. Manly Aſhwin, Bidford. 

Mr. Thomas Aſhford, Stratford. 

Miſs Elizabeth Anchorne, ditto. 

Mr. William Alford, Upholtterer, Birmin 5 


B 
Dions. Bradley, Eſq; Stratford. 


Mr. Matthew Bloxam, 
Tuomas Brigham, jun. Eſq; ditto. 


Mr. Baylis, Surgeon, ditto. 


Mr. 


a0 - 00 


Mr. Henry Baker, ditto. 
Mr. Burman, Surgeon, Henley. 


Miss Baker, ditto. | 
Rev. Mr. Blake, Vicar of Charlecotte. 


Mrs. Barran, Alveſton. 

Mr. Boſwell, Anneſly, Staffordſhire. 
Mr. Bevington, Eatington. 
Mr. Baker, Millbank, Weſtminſter. 


Mr. John Bown, Lincoln College, Oxford. 


Mr. Robert Browne, ditto. 
Mr. John Barnes Floyer, Litchfield 
Miſs Bright, Eveſham. 


Rev. Mr. Brooks, St. John's College, Oxtord. 
Mr. Boot, Atherſton. 


Mr. Robert Brown, Lincoln College, Oxford. 


C 


Robert Child, Eſq; Upton, Warwickſhire. 
Mrs. Child, ditto. 


Mr. William Charnley, Newbold Pacy, 2 Hooks 


Rev. Mr. Cox, Badby, Northamptonſhire. 
Mr. John Clarke, Land Surveyor, Eveſham. 
Mr. Edward Canning, Stay-maker, Stratford. 
Mr, Edward Canning, Organiſt, ditto, | 
Mr. Cleaver, Bookſeller, ditto. 

Mr. John Court, Admington. 

Mr. Caſhmore, Warwick. 

Mr. Chandler, Kington 


r 


Mr. 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


D 


John Dandridge, jun. Eſq; Worceſter. 

Mr. William Davis. 

Court Dewes, Eſq; Wellſbourne. 

v. Mr. Dewes. 

Liſter Dighton, Eſq; Clifford. 

Rev. Mr. Daniel, Warwick. 

Mr. Richard Dyott, ditto. Attorney at Law. 

Mr. C. Downing, Stratford. | 

Mr. Henry Drury, ditto. 

Rev. James Davenport, Vicar of Weſton upon Avon. 
E 

Rev. Mr. Ellis. | 

Mr. William Eccleſton, Drogheda, in Ireland. 

Mrs. Sarah Eccleſton, ditto. 

Mr. William Eaves, Stratford. 


F 


John Forteſcue, Eſq; Cookhill. 
Rev. Mr. Fullerton, Stratford, 2 Books. 


Miſs Mary Fletcher, ditto. 
Mr. Robert Fox, Coventry. 
Mr. Freeman, Surgeon, Welleſbourne. 


85 
Rev. Mr. Greene, Rector of Welford, near Stratford. 


Mr. Richard Greene, Apothecary, Litchfield. - - |, . .1.+-/ : | 
Rev. Mr. Richard Greene, Rector of Radclive, Bucks. 
; | K 
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Mr. Valentine Greene, in the Strand, London. 


Maſter Raphael Greene, ditto, 
Rev. Mr. Gower, Chelſea. 
Rev. Mr. Gache, Wooton Wawen.., 


Rev. Dr. Graham, Vicar of Newbold Pacy. 


Edward Gibbs, Eſq; Stratford. 
Rev. Mr. Gaſkarſh, Farnborough. 


Rev. Mr. Gill, Waſperton. 

Mr. John Godfrey, Hilborough. 
Mrs. Godwin, Snitterfield. 

Miſs Elizabeth Garwoad, Stratford. 
Mr. - Grant, Coventry. | 

| Joſeph Gibbons, Birmingham: 


H 


William Holbech, Eſq; Farnborough. 
Mrs. Holbech, ditto. | 
Rev. Mr. Huges, Vicar of Shennington. 
Rev. Mr, Hemming, Hampton Lucy. 
Rev. Mr. Hutton, Vicar of Studley 
Rev. Mr. Hopkins, Vicar of Welleſbourne. 
William Hunt, Eſq; Stratford. 
Mrs. Hunt, ditto. 
Dr. Haddow, Warwick. 
M. Jonathan Hobbs, ditto. 
Mr. Thomas Hiron, Alveſton. 
Mr. John Higgins, fen. Tiddington. 
Mr. Hughes, Attorney, Stretton. 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


Mr. Thomas Haynes, ditto, Stratford. 

Mrs. Hitchcocks, ditto. 

Mr. John Hollier, Deddington. 

Mr. Thomas Horſman, Charlecotte. 

Mr. Charles Harbourne, Attorney, Ken 
Mr. William Hayward, Architect, Shrewſbury. 
Mr. Samuel Hooper, Bookſeller, 25 Books. 


J 


Mr. John Izod, Glazier, Stratford. 
Rev, Mr. Jago, Snitterfield. 

Miſs Jago, ditto. 

Mr. Jones, Stratford. 

Mr. Benjamin James, ditto, 


Mrs. Elizabeth Jordan, Throgmorton-ſtreet, London. 6 Books. 


K 


Thomas Knight, Eſq; MP far Kent. 
Mrs. Jane Knight. 


Rev. Mr. Kenwrick, Rector of Atherſtone upon Stour. 


Mrs. Keating, Stratford. 
Mr. Keating, Stratford, 50 Books. 
Mr. Henry Keating, 


L 


The late John Lloyd, Eſq; Snitterfield, 2 Books 
Mrs. Lloyd, ditto. 
A Gentleman per Mr. Lloyd, 4 Books. 
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George Lucy, Eſq; Charlecotte, 2 Books, 
Robert Lyttelton, Eſq; | 

Mr. Henry Lingon, Surgeon. 


John Ludford, Eſq; Anneſly, Staffordſhire. 


Mrs. Ludford, ditto. | 
Miſs Ludford, ditto, 3 Books. 
Rev. John Landor. 


Mrs. Landor, Warwick. 


Mr. Loggin, Stratford. 
Mr. John Lancaſter, ditto. 
Miſs Loader, ditto. 


Mr. John Lord, jun. ditto. 


Mr. Locke, Preſton. 
Miſs London, Henley. 
Richard Lowe, Worceſter. 
— 


John 1 Eſq; Walton, 2 Books. 


Thomas Maſon, Eſq; Stratford. 
Mr. Meacham, Surgeon, ditto. 
Mr. Morſe, Plane-maker, ditto. | 
Mrs. Mills, ditto. 

Rev. Mr. Mayo, Duton, Bucks. 
Miſs Mayo. 

Rev. Mr. Miller, Warwick. 

Rev. Mr. Matthews, ditto” 
Mr. Daniel Mander, Welleſbourne. 


Mr. John Milward, Alderminſter. 


Mr. William Malins, Joiner, Ilmington. 
Thomas Mildred, Eſq; Eatington. 


O 


F 


Rev. 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


Rev. Mr. Naſon, Vicar of Stratford. 
Mrs. Naſon, ditto. 
Mr. Nott, Surgeon, ditto, 


P 


The Right Hon. Earl of Plymouth, 2 Books. 
The Hon Counteſs of Plymouth, 

Robert Parker, Eſq; Salford. 

Miſs Parker, Talton. 

Francis Pigot, Eſq; Banbury. 

Newiham Peers, Eſq; Alveſton. 

Mr. Matthew Payne, Southam. 

Mrs. Pratt, Eveſham. 

Mr. John Payton, ſen. Stratford. 

Mr. John Payton, jun. ditto. 

Miſs Pitt, ditto. 

Miſs Suſan Parſonage, ditto. 

Miſs Peto, 2 Books. 

Mr. Richard Power, Newbold. 

Mr. Thomas Peach, Eades, Attorney at Lay 


R 


Rev. Mr. Roberts, Warwick. 
Mr. Robert Roe, ditto. 
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Mr. Rollaſon, Printer, Birmingham, 2 Books, 


Mr. Walter, Rutherford. 
Mr. Ravenhall, Eveſham. 
Mr. Francis Ruſſell, Cubington. 


swift, Eſq; 

Miſs Savage, Warwick. 
Miſs Suſan Savage, ditto. 
Miſs Sawbridge. | 
Mr. Saunders, Attorney at Law, Henley. 
Rev. Mr. Scott, Willerſey. | 
Rev. Mr. Sheerwood, Hampton Lucy. 
Mr. John Stanley, Alveſton. | 
Mr. Smedley, Shipſton. 

Thomas George Skipwith, Eſq; 

Miſs S. Smith, Stratford. 


F 


Mr. Edward Townſend, Tiddington, 2 Books. 


Mrs. Townſend, ditto, 2 Books. | 
Mrs. Trevis, Throgmorton-ſtreet, London. 
Miſs Trevis, ditto. | 

Mr. Taylor, Cannon-row, Weſtminſter. 
Miſs Taylor, Stratford. 3 
Mr. Taſker, Bricklayer, ditto. 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES, 


Mrs. Elizabeth Thomas, Newbold. 


Mr. Thickneſs, Farnborough. 
Mr. Teltord, Eveſham. ' 


v 


John Venor, Eſq; King's-mead, 2 Books. 


Mrs. Venor, Alveſton. 


W. 


Mrs. Weſt, Alſcott, 6 Books. _ 
James Weſt, Eſq; Barrels, 3 Books. 
Maſter Raphael Weſt, London. 
Rev. Mr. Wigley, Stratford. 

Rev. Mr. Whitmore, ditto. 

Mr. Robert Wheeler, ditto. 

Miſs Wheeler, ditto. 

Mr. Edmund Wells, ditto. 

Mr. Thomas Whitſtones, ditto. 
Willam Wontner, ditto. 

Mr. William Welch, Beaudeſert. 
C. Wren, Eſq; Wroxhall. 

Mrs. Wren, ditto. | 

Mr. William Walford, Banbury. 


Mr. Theophilus Waltord, Chippingnorton. 


Thomas Webb, Eiq; Shirburne. 
Dr. Wilmot, Warwick. 
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Thomas Woodward, Eſq; Butler's Marſton. | 
Mr. Wilcox, Attorney at Law, Claverdon. 
Maſter Wheatley, Chadſhurt. 

Mr. John Weſſor, Warwick. 

Mr. P. Wren, Univerſity College, Oxford. 


A Lady unknown. 
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